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€|)e ]tlo$ie of <^|)aron 



A SPOTLESS Rose is blowing, 
-^^ Sprung from a tender root. 
Of ancient seers' foreshowing. 

Of Jesse promised fruit; 
Its fairest bud unfolds to light 

Amid the cold, cold winter. 
And in the dark midnight. 

The Rose which I am singing. 

Whereof Isaiah said. 
Is from its sweet root springing 

In Mary, purest Maid; 
For through our God's great love and might 

The Blessed Babe she bare us 
In a cold, cold winter's night. 

Translated from the Fourteenth Century German by 

Catherine Winkworth 
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TPHE God whom earth and sea and sky 

-*' Adore and laud and magnify. 
Whose might they own, whose praise they swell. 
In Mary's womb vouchsafed to dwell. 

The Lord whom sun and moon obey. 
Whom all things serve from day to day. 
Was by the Holy Ghost conceived, 
Of her who, through His grace, believed. 

How blest that Mother, in whose shrine 
The world's Creator, Lord divine. 
Whose hand contains the earth and sky. 
Once deigned, as in His ark, to lie ! 

Blest is the message Gabriel brought. 
Blest by the work the Spirit wrought. 
From whom the great Desire of earth 
Took human flesh and human birth. 

O Lord, the Virgin-born, to Thee 
Eternal praise and glory be ! 
Whom, with the Father, we adore. 
And Holy Ghost for evermore. 

Translated from the Latin by John Mason Neale 

~1 




THE ANNUNCIATION. 



TN Bethlehem, that noble place, 
^ As by prophecy said it was. 
Of the Virgin Mary full of grace, 
Salvador mundi natus est. 

Be we merry in this feast, 

In quo Salvator natus est. 

On Christmas night an angel it told 
To the shepherds, keeping their fold, 
That into Bethlehem with beasts wold, 
Salvator mundi natus est. 

Be we merry in this feast. 

In quo Salvator natus est. 

The shepherdes were compassed right. 
About them was a full great light ; 
Dread ye nought, said the angel bright, 
Salvator mundi natus est. 

Be we merry in this feast. 

In quo Salvator natus est. 

Behold, to you we bring great joy ; 
For why Jesus is born this day ; 
To us, of Mary, that mild May, 
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3Ftt ^ttf^ltt^tmy tliat i^oWe ^late 

Salvador mundi natus est. 
Be we merry in this feast, 
In quo Salvator natus est. 

And thus in faith find it ye shall, 

Lying poorly in an oxes stall. 

The shepherds then God lauded all, 

^ia Salvator mundi est. 
Be we merry in this feast. 
In quo Salvator natus est. 



A.D. 1550 
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<Bwh l^eto^ from l^eaben tf^t atngel^ S&nng 

/"^OOD news from heaven the angels bring, 
^^ Glad tidings to the earth they sing : 
To us this day a child is given, 
To crown us with the joy of heaven. 

This is the Christ, our God and Lord, 
Who in all need shall aid afford ; 
He will Himself our Saviour be. 
From sin and sorrow set us free. 

To us that blessedness He brings. 
Which from the Father's bounty springs : 
That in the heavenly realm we may 
With Him enjoy eternal day. 

All hail. Thou noble Guest, this morn, 
Whose love did not the sinner scorn ! 
In my distress Thou cam'st to me : 
What thanks shall I return to Thee ? 

Were earth a thousand times as fair. 
Beset with gold and jewels rare. 
She yet were far too poor to be 
A quiet chamber kept for Thee. 
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4EiMh l^etDjS from l^eatim t^t StngeljS ^vrng 

Praise God upon His heavenly throne, 
Who gave to us His only Son : 
For this His hosts, on joyful wing, 
A blest New Year of mercy sing. 

Translated from the German of Martin Luther 
by Philip Schaaf, D.D. 
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€|)e ^ngeijS 



RUN, shepherds, run, where Bethlehem blest ap- 
'' pears ! 

We bring the best of news ; be not dismayed ; 
A Saviour there is born more old than years. 

Amidst heaven's rolling height this earth who 

stayed. 
In a poor cottage inned, a virgin maid, 
A weakling did Him bear, who all upbears ; 

There is He poorly swaddled, in manger laid. 
To whom too narrow swaddlings are our spheres : 
Run, shepherds, run, and solemnise His birth! 

This is that night — no, day, grown great with bliss. 
In which the power of Satan broken is : 
In heaven be glory, peace unto the earth ! 

Thus singing, through the air the angels swam. 
And cope of stars re-echoed the same. 

William Drummond of Hawthomden 
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€^t ^f^epf^ertijS 



OTH AN the fairest day, thrice fairer night ! 
Night to blest days in which a sun doth rise. 

Of which that golden eye which clears the skies 

Is but a sparkling ray, a shadow-light ! 

And blessed ye, in silly pastor's sight. 

Mild creatures, in whose warm crib now lies 

That heaven-sent Youngling, holy maid-born Wight, 

Midst, end, beginning of our prophecies ! 

Blest cottage that hath flowers in winter spread. 

Though withered — blessed grass that hath the grace 
To deck and be a carpet to that place ! 

Thus sang, unto the sounds of oaten reed. 

Before the Babe, the shepherds bowed on knees. 
And springs ran nectar, honey dropped from trees. 

William Drummond of Hawthomdcn 
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THE SHEPHERDS. 



WWt to ^tt^ltl^tm 



TX7HILE to Bethlehem we are going, 
^^ Tell me now to cheer the road, 
Tell me why this lovely Infant 

Quitted his divine abode. 

" From that world to bring to this 
Peace, which of all earthly blisses. 

Is the brightest, purest bliss." 

Wherefore from His throne exalted 

Came He on this earth to dwell; 
All His pomp an humble manger, 

All His court a narrow cell ? 

" From that world to bring to this 
Peace, which, of all earthly blisses. 

Is the brightest, purest, bliss." 

Why did He, the Lord Eternal, 

Mortal pilgrim deign to be ; 
He who fashioned for His glory 

Boundless immortality ? 

^^ From that world to bring to this 
Peace, which of all earthly blisses. 

Is the brightest, purest bliss. 
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^Wt to T5tt^ltttm 



Well, then, let us haste to Bethlehem ; 

Thither let us haste and rest; 
For, of all Heaven's gifts, the sweetest 

Sure, is peace, — the sweetest, best. 

From the Portuguese of Violante do Ceo by 

J. Adamson 
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€f|e ^^tylfyttt^fi ttjent ti^eit ^a^tp toap 

THE shepherds went their hasty way. 
And found the lowly stable-shed 
Where the Virgin-Mother lay ; 

And now they checked their eager tread. 
For to the Babe that at her bosom clung, 
A mother's song the Virgin-Mother sung. 

They told her how a glorious light. 
Streaming from a heavenly throng. 

Around them shone, suspending night ! 
While sweeter than a mother's song. 

Blest angels heralded the Saviour's birth. 

Glory to God on high ! and peace on earth ! 

She listened to the tale divine. 

And closer still the Babe she prest : 

And while she cried "The Babe is mine ! " 
The milk rushed faster to her breast : 

Joy rose within her like a summer's morn ; 

Peace, peace on earth! the Prince of Peace is born. 

Thou Mother of the Prince of Peace, 

Poor, simple, and of low estate ! 
That strife should vanish, battle cease, 

O why should this thy soul elate ? 



€f)e Mtp^ttt^^ \simt thtit "fyafitp img 

Sweet music's loudest note, the poet's story, — 
Did'st thou never love to hear of fame and glory ? 

And is not War a youthful king, 

A stately hero clad in mail ? 
Beneath his footsteps laurels spring ; 
Him earth's majestic monarchs hail 
Their friend, their playmate ! and his bold bright eye 
Compels the maiden's love-confessing sigh. 

" Tell this in some more courtly scene. 
To maids and youths in robes of state ! 

I am a woman poor and mean. 
And therefore is my soul elate : 

War is a ruffian all with guilt defiled. 

That from the aged father tears his child. 

" A murderous fiend by fiends adored. 
He kills the sire and starves the son ; 

The husband kills and from her board 
Steals all his widow's toil had won ; 

Plunders God's world of beauty; rends away 

All safety from the night, all comfort from the day. 



BBia 
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€|)e ^"fytp^nt^fi ttjent ti^eit h^tj^ imp 



" Then widely is my soul elate. 

That strife should vanish, battle cease ; 

I'm poor and of a low estate, 

The Mother of the Prince of Peace, 

Joy rises in me, like a summer's morn : 

Peace, peace on earth ! the Prince of Peace is born ! 



99 



Samuel Tay/or Coleridge 
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/^ THOU Redeemer of our race ! 
^^ Come, show the Virgin's Son to earth : 
Let every age admire the grace ; 
Worthy a God Thy human birth ! 

'Twas by no mortal will or aid, 
But by the Holy Spirit's might. 
That flesh the Word of God was made, 
A babe yet waiting for the light. 

Spotless remams the Virgin's name. 
Although the Holy Child she bears : 
And virtue's banners round her flame, 
While God a temple so prepares. 

As if from honor's royal hall. 
Comes forth at length the Mighty One, 
Whom Son of God and Man may call. 
Eager his destined course to run. . 

Forth from the Father's bosom sent. 
To Him returned. He claimed His own; 
Down to the realms of death He went. 
Then rose to share the eternal throne. 

[31] 



<& €f|ou ]!letieemer of <0tu: fidtt 



An equal at the Father's side, 

Thou wear'st the trophy of Thy flesh ; 

In Thee our natures shall abide 

In strength complete, in beauty fresh. 

With light divine Thy manger streams. 
That kindles darkness into day ; 
Dimmed by no night henceforth its beams 
Shine through all time with changeless ray. 

Translated from the Latin of Saint Ambrose 
by Ray Palmer, D.D. 
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<©f tl)e feaim'^ flobe S&effotten 



OF the Father's love begotten 
Ere the world began to be. 
He is Alpha and Omega 

He the Source, the Ending He, 
Of the kings that are and have been. 
And the future years shall see. 
Evermore and evermore. 

He is found in human fashion 
Death and sorrow here to know. 

That the race of Adam's children. 
Doomed by Law to endless woe. 

May not henceforth die and perish 
In the dreadful gulf below. 
Evermore and evermore. 

O that birth forever blessed. 
When the Virgin, full of grace, 

By the Holy Ghost conceiving. 
Bare the Saviour of our race ; 

And the Babe, the world's Redeemer, 
First revealed his sacred face. 
Evermore and evermore. 



L33li 



This is He whom seers in old time 
Chanted of with one accord. 

Whom the voices of the Prophets 
Promised in their faithful word; 

Now He shines, the long-expected : 
Let creation praise its Lord, 
Evermore and evermore. 

O ye heights of heaven, adore Him ! 

Angel hosts his praises sing ! 
All dominions bow before him 

And extol our God and King : 
Let no tongue on earth be silent. 

Every voice in concert ring. 
Evermore and evermore. 

Thee let old men. Thee let young men, 
Thee let boys in chorus sing : * 

Matrons, virgins, little maidens 
With glad voices answering; 

Let their guileless songs re-echo. 
And the heart its praises bring. 
Evermore and evermore. 



[34] 



Christ ! to Thee, with God the Father, 
And, O Holy Ghost, to Thee ! 

Hymn and chant, and high thanksgiving 
And unwearied praises be. 

Honor, glory and dominion 
And eternal victory. 

Evermore and evermore! 

Trajwlated from the Latin of Prudentius by 
H. W. Baker and J. M. Neale 
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^tt^lt!fytm I of 0tAltfit €itiefi 



OETHLEHEM ! of noblest cities, 
'^ None can once with thee compare ; 
Thou alone the Lord from heaven 
Didst for us incarnate bear. 

Fairer than the sun at morning 
Was the star that told His birth ; 

To the lands their God announcing, 
Hid beneath a form of earth. 

By its lambent beauty guided. 

See, the Eastern kings appear ; 
See them bend, their gifts to offer, — 

Gifts of incense, gold, and myrrh. 

Offerings of mystic meaning ! 

Incense doth the God disclose ; 
Gold a royal child proclaimeth ; 

Myrrh a future tomb foreshows. 

Holy Jesu ! in Thy brightness 

To the Gentile world displayed ! 
With the Father, and the Spirit, 

Endless praise to Thee be paid ! 

Translated from the Latin of Prudentius by E. Caswell 
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THE COMING OF THE MAGI. 



€o^tiap in ^ttfyl^tm 



npO-DAY in Bethlehem hear I 
■*■ Sweet angel voices singing, 
All glory be to God on high. 

Who peace to earth is bringing. 
The Virgin Mary holdeth more 

Than highest heaven most holy : 
Light shines on what was dark before. 

And lifteth up the lowly. 

God wills that peace should be in earth. 

And holy exultation : 
Sweet Babe, I greet Thy spotless birth 

And wondrous Incarnation. 
To-day in Bethlehem hear I 

Even the lowly singing: 
With angel-words they pierce the sky ; 

All earth with joy is ringing. 

From the Greek of yohn of Damascus 
by PhiUp Schaaf, D.D. 
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Come !)itfter, pe jpaitfiful 



/^OME hither ye faithful; 
^^ Triumphantly sing ; 
Come, see in the manger 

Our Saviour and King ! 
To Bethlehem hasten 

With joyful accord! 
O, come ye, come hither 

To worship the Lord ! 

True Son of the Father, 

He comes from the skies; 
To be born of a Virgin 

He doth not despise. 
To Bethlehem hasten 

With joyful accord ! 
O, come ye, come hither 

To worship the Lord ! 

Hark, hark to the angels! 

All singing in heaven : 
" To God in the highest 

All glory be given!" 
To Bethlehem hasten 

With joyful accord ! 



Come t^^tt^et, pe fedtt^fiA 



O, come ye, come hither 
To worship the Lord ! 

To Thee, then, O Jesus ! 

This day of Thy birth 
Be glory and honour 

Through heaven and earth ! 
True Godhead Incarnate! 

Omnipotent Word ! 
Oh, come, let us hasten 

To worship the Lord! 



Translated from the Latin by 
£• Caswell, altered 
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^ Cililti i^ Born in ^tttjitfitm 



A CHILD is born in Bethlehem; 
*^ Rejoice and sing, Jerusalem. 
Within a manger He doth lie, 
Whose throne is set above the sky. 
Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! 

The wise men came, led by the star ; 
Gold, myrrh, and incense brought from far. 
The ox and ass beheld that sight; 
The ereature knew the Lord of might. 
Hallelujah! hallelujah! 

His mother is the Virgin mild, 
And He the Father's only child. 
The serpent's wound He beareth not. 
Yet takes our blood, and shares our lot. 
Hallelujah! hallelujah! 

Our human flesh He enters in. 
But free from every stain of sin. 
To fallen man himself He bowed, 
That He might lift us up to God. 
Hallelujah! hallelujah! 
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^ €^iiti i^ Born in ^ttfyl^tm 



On this most blessed jubilee. 
All glory be, O God ! to Thee, 
O Holy Three, we Thee adore. 
This day, henceforth, and forevermore. 
Hallelujah! hallelujah! 

Translated from the Latin by Philip Schaaf, D.D* 
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l^etD Prince, netn ^om^ 



BEHOLD a silly tender Babe, 
In freezing Winter night, 
In homely manger trembling lies 
Alas ! a piteous sight. 

The inns are full, no man will yield 

This little Pilgrim bed; 
But forced He is with silly beasts 

In crib to shroud His head. 

Despise Him not for lying there. 

First what He is inquire ; 
An orient pearl is often found 

In depth of dirty mire. 

Weigh not His crib. His wooden dish, 
N or silly beast that by him feed ; 

Weigh not His mother's poor attire. 
Nor Joseph's simple weed. 

This stable is a Prince's court. 
This crib His chair of state; 

The beasts are parcel of His pomp. 
The wooden dish His plate. 



[44] 




THE FLIGHT INTO EGYPT. 



l^etD prince, l^etn ^ota^ 



The persons In that poor attire 

His royal liveries wear; 
The Prince Himself is come from heaven, 

This pomp is prized there. 

With joy approach, O Christian wight ! 

Do homage to thy King; 
And highly praise this humble pomp 

Which He from heaven doth bring. 

Robert Southwell 



NoTB : — The word sUly is the old form for the word sim^U, 
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l^atiiJitp 



IMMENSITY, cloister'd in thy dear womb, 
Now leaves his well-beloved imprisonment ; 
There He hath made Himself to His intent. 
Weak enough now into our world to come : 
But oh ! for thee, for Him, hath th' inn no room ? 
Yet lay Him in His stall, and from th' orient 
Stars and wise men will travel, to prevent 
Th' effect of Herod's jealous general doom. 
See'st thou, my soul ! with thy faith's eye, how He, 
Which fills all place, yet none holds Him, doth lie ? 
Was not His pity towards thee wondrous high. 
That would have need to be pitied by thee ? 
Kiss Him, and with Him into Egypt go. 
With His kind mother who partakes thy woe. 

John Donne 
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for €fyti^ttm^ SDap 



TMMORTAL Babe, who this dear day 
^ Didst change Thine heaven for our clay. 
And didst with flesh Thy godhead veil. 
Eternal Son of God, all hail ! 

Shine, happy star ; ye angels, sing 

Glory on high to heaven's King : 

Run, shepherds, leave your nightly watch ! 

See heaven come down to Bethlehem's cratch ! 

Worship, ye sages of the east. 

The King of gods in meanness dressed ! 

O blessed maid, smile and adore 

The God thy womb and arms have bore ! 

Star, angels, shepherds, and wise sages. 
Thou virgin glory of the ages. 
Restored frame of heaven and earth, 
Joy in your dear Redeemer's birth ! 

Bishop Hail 
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3^ ^ato €Ijwe ^Ijipsf Come J^ailmg 3^n 

J^ saw three ships come sailing in 

On Christmas day, on Christmas day ; 
I saw three ships come sailing in 
On Christmas day in the morning. 

And what was in those ships all three 
On Christmas day, on Christmas day ; 

And what was in those ships all three 
On Christmas day in the morning ? 

Our Saviour Christ and his lady. 

On Christmas day, on Christmas day ; 

Our Saviour Christ and his lady. 
On Christmas day in the morning. 

Pray whither sailed those ships all three 
On Christmas day, on Christmas day ; 

Pray whither sailed those ships all three 
On Christmas day in the morning ? 

O they sailed into Bethlehem 

On Christmas day, on Christmas day ; 

O they sailed into Bethlehem 

On Christmas day in the morning. 
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5F ^ato €!)ree ^!)ipsf Come bailing S^n 

And all the bells on earth shall ring 
On Christmas day, on Christmas day ; 

And all the bells on earth shall ring 
On Christmas day in the morning. 

And all the angels in heaven shall sing 
On Christmas day, on Christmas day ; 

And all the angels in heaven shall sing 
On Christmas day in the morning. 

And all the souls on earth shall sing 
On Christmas day, on Christmas day ; 

And all the souls on earth shall sing 
On Christmas day in the morning. 

Then let us all rejoice amain 

On Christmas day, on Christmas day ; 
Then let us all rejoice amain 

On Christmas day in the morning. 

Anonymous 
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4Bioti ^t^t HoUt i^lerrp ^B^entiemen 

/^^OD rest you, merry gentlemen, 
^^ Let nothing you dismay. 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour 

Was born upon this day 
To save us all from Satan's power 
When we were gone astray. 
O tidings of comfort and joy. 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour 
Was born on Christmas day. 

In Bethlehem in Jewry 

This blessed babe was born. 
And laid within a manger 

Upon this blessed morn ; 
The which his mother Mary 
Nothing did take in scorn. 
O tidings of comfort and joy. 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour 
Was born on Christmas day. 

From God our Heavenly Father 

A blessed angel came. 
And unto certain shepherds 

Brought tidings of the same. 
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4£ii^ ^t^t HoUt i^lerrp ^B^entiemen 

How that in Bethlehem was born 
. The Son of God by name. 

O tidings of comfort and joy. 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour 
Was born on Christmas day. 

Fear not, then said the angel. 

Let nothing you affright. 
This day is born a Saviour 

Of virtue, power, and might ; 
So frequently to vanquish all 
The friends of Satan quite. 
O tidings of comfort and joy. 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour 
Was born on Christmas day. 

The Shepherds at those tidings 

Rejoiced much in mind. 
And left their flocks a feeding 
In tempest, storm and wind. 
And went to Bethlehem straightway, 
This blessed babe to find. 
O tidings of comfort and joy. 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour 
Was born on Christmas day. 

~1 



4£ii^ ^t^t HoUt i^lerrp ^B^entlemen 

But when to Bethlehem they came, 

Whereat this infant lay, 
They found him in a manger 
Where oxen feed on hay ; 
His mother Mary kneeling 
Unto the Lord did pray. 

O tidings of comfort and joy. 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour 
Was born on Christmas day. 

Now to the Lord sing praises. 

All you within this place. 
And with true love and brotherhood 

Each other now embrace ; 
This holy tide of Christmas 
All others doth deface. 

O tidings of comfort and joy, 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour 
Was born on Christmas day. 



Anonymous 
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AS Joseph was a-walking 
-^^ He heard an angel sing: — 
" This night shall be born 
Our Heavenly King : 

"He neither shall be born 
In housen nor in hall, 
Nor in the place of Paradise, 
But in an ox's stall ; 

"He neither shall be clothed 
In purple nor in pall, 
But all in fair linen 
As were babies all. 

"He neither shall be rocked 
In silver nor in gold, 
But in a wooden cradle 
That rocks on the mould. 

"He neither shall be christened 
In white wine or red. 
But with fair spring water 
With which we were christened.*' 

From *'TJbe Cherry Tree CaroP^ 
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REMEMBER God's goodness, 
^ O thou Man, O thou Man ; 
Remember God's goodness 

And promise made. 
Remember God's goodness. 
How His only Son he sent 
Our sins for to redress; 
Be not afraid. 

The Angels all did sing, 
O thou Man, O thou Man ; 
The Angels all did sing 

On Sion hill. 
The Angels all did sing 
Praises to our heavenly king. 
And peace to man living. 

With right good will. 

The Shepherds amazed was, 
O thou Man, O thou Man ; 
The Shepherds amazed was 

To hear the Angels sing. 
The Shepherds amazed was 
How this should come to pass, 
That Christ our Messias 

Should be our King. 
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To Bethlehem did they go, 
O thou Man, O thou Man ; 
To Bethlehem did they go. 

This thing to see. 
To Bethlehem did they go 
To see whether it was so. 
Whether Christ was born or no, 

To set us free. 

As the Angels before did say, 
O thou Man, O thou Man ; 
As the Angels before did say. 

So it came to pass. 
As the Angels before did say. 
They found him wrapt in hay 
In a manger where he lay. 

So poor he was. 

In Bethlehem was he born, 
O thou Man, O thou Man ; 
In Bethlehem was he born 

For Mankind dear. 
For us that were forlorn. 
And therefore took no scorn 

Our sins to bear. 
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Give thanks to God alway, 
O thou Man, O thou Man ; 
Give thanks to God alway 

With hearts most jolly. 
Give thanks to God alway 
Upon this blessed day, 
Let all men sing and say. 

Holy, Holy. 

A.D, 1611 
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WHEN Christ was born of Mary free. 
In Bethlehem, in that fair citie. 
Angels sang there with mirth and glee, 

In Excelsis Gloria! 

Herdsmen beheld these angels bright. 
To them appearing with great light. 
Who said, " God's Son is born this night," 

In Excelsis Gloria I 

This King is come to save mankind. 
As in Scripture truths we find. 
Therefore this song have we in mind. 

In Excelsis Gloria! 

Then, dear Lord, for thy great grace, 
Grant us the bliss to see thy face. 
That we may sing to thy solace. 

In Excelsis Gloria ! 



A.D. 1500 
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GLORIA IN EXCELSI8. 



^Blt^tia in €xtA^i^ 



AS on the night before this happy morn, 
'^ A blessed angel unto shepherds told 
Where (in a stable) He was poorly born, 

Whom nor the earth nor heaven of heavens can hold: 
Through Bethlehem rung 

This news at their return; 
Yea, angels sung 

That God with us was born ; 
And they made mirth because we should not mourn. 
Their angel carol sing we then. 
To God on high all glory be. 
For peace on earth bestoweth He, 
And sheweth favour unto men. 

This favour Christ vouchsafed for our sake ; 
To buy us thrones. He in a manger lay ; 
Our weakness took, that we His strength might take ; 
And was disrobed that He might us array ; 
Our flesh He wore. 

Our sin to wear away ; 
Our curse He bore. 

That we escape it may ; 
And wept for us that we might sing for aye. 
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With angels therefore, sing again. 
To God on high all glory be. 
For peace on earth bestoweth He, 
And sheweth favour unto men. 



Gecrgi Wither 



naMBoa 
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A SHIP comes sailing onwards 
-^^ With a precious freight on board ; 
It bears the only Son of God, 
It bears the Eternal Word. 

A precious freight it brings us. 

Glides gently oh, yet fast ; 
Its sails are filled with Holy Love. 

The Spirit is its mast. 

And now it casteth anchor. 

The ship hath touched the land; 

God's word had taken flesh, the Son 
Among us men doth stand. 

At Bethlehem, in the manger. 

He lies, a babe of days ; 
For us He gives Himself to death, 

O give Him thanks and praise. 

Whoe'er would hope in gladness 

To kiss this Holy Child, 
Must suffer many a pain and woe 

Patient like Him and mild. 



[67] 



€^n^ttm^ Carol 



Must die with Him to evil 

And rise to righteousness. 
That so with Christ he too may share 

Eternal life and bliss. 



(TniDslated from the German of yohrt Tauler 
by Catherine Winkworth.) 
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AS I in hoary winter's night stood shivering in the 
snow, 
Surprised I was with sudden heat which made my heart 

to glow ; 
And lifting up a fearful eye to view what fire was near, 
A pretty Babe all burning bright did in the air appear. 
Who, scorched with exceeding heat, such floods of 

tears did shed. 
As though His floods should quench His flames with 

what His tears were fed. 
"Alas," quoth He, " but newly born in fiery heats to fry. 
Yet none approach to warm their hearts or feel my 

fire but I. 
My faultless breast the furnace is, the fuel wounding 

thorns. 
Love is the fire, and sighs the smoke, the ashes shame 

and scorns ; 
The fuel Justice layeth on, and Mercy blows the coals; 
The metal in this furnace wrought are men's defiled 

souls ; 
For which, as now on fire I am, to work them to their 

good, 
So will I melt into a bath, to wash them in my blood. 



fy 
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With this He vanished out of sight, and swiftly 
shrank away. 

And straight I called unto mind that it was Christ- 
mas day. 

R$bert Southwell 
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A WAKE, glad heart! get up and sing! 
■^^ It is the Birthday of thy King. 

Awake ! awake 1 

The sun doth shake 
Light from his locks, and, all the way 
Breathing perfumes, doth spice the day. 

Awake 1 awake ! hark how th' wood rings. 
Winds whisper, and the busy springs 

A concert make! 

Awake! awake! 
Man is their high-priest, and should rise 

To offer up the sacrifice. 

I would I were a bird or star. 
Fluttering in woods, or lifted far 
• Above this inn 

And road of sin! 
Then either bird or star should be 
Shining or singing still to Thee. 

I would I had in my best part 

Fit rooms for Thee ! or that my heart 

Were so clean as 

Thy manger was ! 

[71] 






But I am all filth, and obscene : 

Yet if thou wilt. Thou canst make clean. 

Sweet Jesu ! will then. Let no more 
This leper haunt and soil Thy door ! 

Cure him, ease him, 

O release him! 
And let once more, by mystic birth. 
The Lord of life be born in earth. 

Henry Faugban 
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A LL after pleasures as I rid one day, 
*^ My horse and I both tired, body and mind, 
With full cry of affections quite astray, 
I took up in the next inn I could find. 

There, when I came, whom found I but my dear— 
My dearest Lord; expecting till the grief 

Of pleasures brought me to Him ; ready there 
To be of all passengers' most sweet relief? 

O Thou, whose glorious, yet contracted, light. 
Wrapt in night's mantle, stole into a manger; 

Since my dark soul and brutish is Thy right. 
To man, of all beasts, be not Thou a stranger. 

Furnish and deck my soul, that Thou may'st have 
A better lodging than a rack or grave. 

The shepherds sing; and shall I silent be? 

My God, no hymn for Thee? 
My soul's a shepherd too: a flock it feeds 

Of thoughts and words and deeds. 
The pasture is Thy word, the streams Thy grace. 

Enriching every place. 



^^^i^M^H 
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Shepherds and flock shall sing, and all my powers 
Outsing the daylight hours. 

Then we will chide the sun for letting night 

Take up his place and right : 
We sing one common Lord; wherefore he should 

Himself the candle hold. 

I will go searching till I find a sun 

Shall stay till we have done; 
A willing shiner, that shall shine as gladly 

As frost-nipt suns look sadly. 
Then we will sing and shine all our own day. 

And one another pay. 

His beams shall cheer my breast, and both so twine. 
Till ev'n His beams sing and my music shine. 

George Herbert 
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WHO can forget — never to be forgot — 
The time, that all the world in slumber lies, 
When, like the stars, the singing angels shot 
To earth, and heaven awaked all his eyes 
To see another sun at midnight rise 

On earth? Was never sight of pareil fame. 

For God before man like Himself did frame. 

But God Himself now like a mortal man became. 

A Child He was, and had not learnt to speak. 
That with His word the world before did make ; 
His mother's arms Him bore. He was so weak. 
That with one hand the vaults of heaven could shake. 
See how small room my infant Lord doth take. 

Whom all the world is not enough to hold! 

Who of His years, or of His age hath told? 

Never such age so young, never a child so old. 

And yet but newly He was infanted. 
And yet already He was sought to die; 
Yet scarcely born, already banished; 
Not able yet to go, and forced to fly: 
But scarcely fled away, when by and by 
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The tyrant's sword with blood is all defiled, 
And Rachel, for her sons, with fury wild. 
Cries, "O thou cruel king, and O my sweetest child!" 

Egypt His nurse became, where Nilus springs. 

Who, straight to entertain the rising sun. 

The hasty harvest in his bosom brings; 

But now for drought the fields were all undone. 

And now with waters all is overrun: 

So fast the Cytinthian mountains pour'd their snow. 
When once they felt the sun so near them glow. 

That Nilus Egypt lost, and to a sea did grow. 

The angels carolled loud their song of peace ; 

The cursed oracles were strucken dumb; 

To see their Shepherd the poor shepherds press ; 

To see their King, the kingly sophies come; 

And them to guide unto his Master's home, 
A star comes dancing up the orient. 
That springs for joy over the strawy tent. 

Where gold, to make their Prince a crown, they all 
present. 

Gi/es Fletcher 
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CWEET baby, sleep! What ails my dear? 
^ What ails my darling thus to cry ? 
Be still, my child, and lend thine ear 
To hear me sing thy lullaby. 

My pretty lamb, forbear to weep; 

Be still, my dear ; sweet baby, sleep ! 

When God with us was dwelling here, 

In little babes He took delight; 
Such innocents as thou, my dear. 
Are ever precious in His sight. 
Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep; 
Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep ! 

A little Infant once was He,- 

And strength in weakness then was laid 
Upon His virgin-mother's knee. 

That power to thee might be conveyed. 
Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep ; 
Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep ! 

In this thy frailty and thy need 

He friends and helpers doth prepare. 

Which thee shall cherish, clothe, and feed. 
For of thy weal they tender are. 
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Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep; 
Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep 

The King of kings, when He was born. 

Had not so much for outward ease; 
By Him such dressings were not worn. 
Nor such like swaddling-clothes as these. 
Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep; 
Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep. 



Within a manger lodged thy Lord, 

Where oxen lay and asses fed; 
Warm rooms we do to thee afford. 
An easy cradle or a bed. 

My baby, then, forbear to weep ; 
Be still, my babe; sweet baby, sleep! 

Thou hast, yet more, to perfect this, 

A promise and an earnest got 
Of gaining everlasting bliss. 

Though thou, my babe, perceiv'st it not. 
Sweet baby, then, forbear to weep; 
Be still, my babe ; sweet baby, sleep ! 

George Wither 
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CLEEP, baby, sleep ! The Mother sings; 
^ Heaven's angels kneel and fold their wings: 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 

With swathes of scented hay thy bed 
By Mary's hand at eve was spread. 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 

At midnight came the shepherds, they 
Whom seraphs wakened by the way. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 

And three kings from the East afar 
Ere dawn came guided by the star. 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 

They brought thee gifts of gold and gems, 
Pure orient pearls, rich diadems. 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 

But thou who liest slumbering there. 
Art King of kings, earth, ocean, air. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 

Sleep, baby, sleep! The shepherds sing: 
Through heaven, through earth, hosannas ring. 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 

^obfi Addington Symonds 
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TN the bleak mid-winter 
^ Frosty wind made moan. 
Earth stood hard as iron, 

Water like a stone; 
Snow had fallen, snow on snow. 

Snow on snow. 
In the bleak mid-winter 

Long ago. 

Our God, heaven cannot hold Him, 

Nor earth sustain; 
Heaven and earth shall flee away 

When He comes to reign: 
In the bleak mid-winter 

A stable-place sufficed 
The Lord God Almighty 

Jesus Christ. 

Enough for Him whom cherubim 

Worship night and day, 
A breastful of milk 

And a mangerful of hay ; 
Enough for Him whom angels 

Fall down before. 



^^ 
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The ox and ass and camel 
Which adore. 

Angels and archangels 

May have gathered there, 
Cherubim and Seraphim 

Thronged the air; V^ 
But only His mother 

In her maiden bliss, 
Worshipped the Beloved 

With a kiss. 

What can I give him. 

Poor as I am? 
If I were a shepherd 

I would bring a lamb. 
If I were a wise man 

I would do my part; 
Yet what I can I give Him, — 

Give my heart, 

Christina G. Rossetti 
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